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no longer yours. Our love, our still lingering love, lias vanished. You have been my enemy, now I am yours. I gaze upon your portrait for the last time ; and thus I prevent the magical fascination of that face again appealing to the sympathies of my child. Thus and thus !' She seized the ancient dagger that we have mentioned as lying on the volume, and, springing on the chair, she plunged it into the canvas; then, tearing with unflinching resolution the severed parts, she scattered the fragments over the chamber, shook into a thousand leaves the melancholy garland, tore up the volume of his enamoured Muse, and then quitting the chamber, and locking and double locking the door, she descended the staircase, and proceeding to the great well of Cherbury, hurled into it the fatal key.
* Oh! my lady,' said Mistress Pauncefort,  as she met Lady Annabel returning in the vestibule, fc Doctor Masham is here.'
* Is he ?' said Lady Annabel, as calm as usual.    c I will see him before I lie clown.   Do not go into Venetians room. She sleeps, and Mr. Hawkins has promised me to let me know when she wakes.'
CHAPTER VIII.
As Lady Annabel entered the terrace-room, Doctor Ma-sham came forward and grasped her hand.
1 You have hear.d of our sorrow 1' said her ladyship in a faint voice.
' But this instant,' replied the Doctor, in a tone of great
anxiety.    ' Immediate danger------'
:   * Is past.    She sleeps,' replied Lady Annabel,
* A most sudden and unaccountable attack,' said the Doctor.
It is difficult to describe the contending emotions of the mother as her companion made this observation. At length she replied, * Sudden, c@rta.inly sudden; but not unaccount-